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droopy mouth and the way his eyes were pulled together, I could
tell he had one of his nervous headaches. It makes Dick sulky to be
pestered with questions, so I asked none. Nor did I bur}7 him in
family news, When I unpacked his bags, I discovered he'd brought
back nothing for the children. With the two oldest, it didn't matter.
But Scott and Tommy had been looking forward to what Daddy
would bring them. I produced a baseball and a catcher's mitt from
a supply of toys I store in a closet for such emergencies. Dick grum-
bled that I'd raised Scott and Tommy—one is seven, the other is
five—to be materialistic and grasping.
By now I felt sure he must have run into difficulties on his trip,
although the notion of another woman didn't cross my mind. I sus-
pected business troubles again. Few of Dick's associates make suffi-
cient allowance for his disposition, his touchiness. Since he throws
all of himself into his work, it isn't human to expect him to get along
without appreciation from his bosses. My compliments can't serve
as a substitute; I'm too ignorant. If Dick's work is criticized, or if
he imagines he is being slighted, he boils inside, really boils.
Once I remember he invented a new method of installing
heavy machinery or moving it—I never got the straight of exactly
what he did—which saved so much money for his employers that
he was invited to be a guest of honor at the annual banquet. The
company president publicly congratulated Dick, but mispro-
nounced his last name. Next week, without a word of explanation,
Dick resigned and took a position at a lower salary with another
engineering firm. Later on, for some reason, he got the notion I had
suggested the change, and he fumed and fussed at me for a long
while. I didn't mind. Indeed, I was glad he could blame me and
get the unpleasantness out of his system.
Nearly always Dick comes back from an out-of-town assignment
discouraged with the work he's done, angry with somebody or other,
and tied in knots with nerves and tension. I do my best to help him
past the rough spot. Long ago, during my childhood, when I was
being shunted from pillar to post, now with this relative, now with
that one, I decided that some day I would grow up and make a

